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rattled by on the cobbles outside, their occupants
roaring a sentimental chorus, and drowned what
the doctor was saying.

"... folly. Worse than folly." He was
holding his gloves now, and was lightly flicking the
edge of the table with them in place of verbal
emphasis. He suddenly regarded me again as if
he strongly suspected me of being his antipathy.
" Who but a fool would take a woman to such a
country as that ? Any romantic sentimentalist,
I suppose. I forget the name of the ship. There
was, you might say, hardly sufficient room to
paint a name on her. She was no more than a
tug. It was a miracle she survived to get there at
all, for she had crossed from England. Crossed
the Western ocean in such a craft, and brought a
woman with him. Did ever you hear of such
folly ? "

Now I was certain of our whereabouts, and felt
a weak inclination to show an elder that I, too,
knew something about it; but when I leaned
forward eagerly and was about to speak, the doctor
screwed in that devastating monocle, and I felt I
was only a curious example of the,, sort t of thing
he especially disliked. For a minute, in which I